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In the dusk of the morn, and be selling it there.'
But he to the blue upflew, upflew,
On the lightliest tips of his wings outspread ;
To me he bequeathed but woe, but woe,a
And tears, sad tears, from my eyes o'erflow,
Which I, the bereaved, must shed, must shed.
O children of Ida, sons of Crete,
Grasping your bows to the rescue come ;
Twinkle about on your restless feet,
Stand in a circle around her home.
O Artemis, thou maid divine,
Dictynna, huntress, fair to see,
O bring that keen-nosed pack of thine,
And hunt through all the house with me.
O Hecate, with flameful brands,*
O Zeus's daughter, arm thine hands,
Those swiftliest hands, both right and left;
Thy rays on Glyce's cottage throw
That 1 serenely there may go,
And search by moonlight for the theft."
pi.   Enough of both your odes.
AES.                                            Enough for me.

Now would I bring the fellow to the scales.

That, that alone, shall test our poetry now,

And prove whose words are weightiest, his or mine.
DI.   Then both come hither, since I needs must weigh

The art poetic like a pound of cheese.0

CHOR. O the labour these wits go through !
O the wild, extravagant, new,
Wonderful things they are going to do !

ft " Hecate, as connected with the moon, is always described as
carrying lights in her hands " :  R.

fl Here a large balance is brought out and placed upon the stage,
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